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—unt worldly 10190 but wise in
# ;,{:,1"“;};- whoi Audrey Hues,
—n

e Knighl—dJ1m Harkness!

DREY BRENT strayed into thd
rden, und the scented wind came
peross the upland to meet her.
d come home with her aumt, to

that her mother had been detnined

s hut would return in the morn-

% the following day. And this wus

| ing.

y picked her way through the

bedls and came to the gate opening
to the lane. Behind her was
‘mbling house, with itw long red-
roofs sloping down to overhang-
saves, nlong which, Audrey re-
ibered, the plgeons would it and

‘together,

m::; the house the valley dlfped

“rose again to Biggin Iill, and on

other «lde Iny Sevenonks, with the
Hastings road cutting tarough
nbridge. The place was serene,

| and Audrey thought it must be
‘most peaceful spot in all the world,
gh one of the windows she could

Aunt Ella, busy already with her

#ing, and she wondered at the dif-
between her munt and her
the one old and homely, the

young for her years and essen-

a woman of the world,
minutes later her mother arrived

Audrey was in her arms, Con-.
held her at arms' length after

first embrnce and eyed her criti-

and proudly.
belleve you have grown taller,
,'" whe said. *“Every time 1 wee
you scem to have grown more beau-

. Where did you get that pretty

‘II

I bought It in Paris.”

ghed nt her mother nn:lnuul{f

tired and wo:'n lout.‘.“ Was your
worrying yoesterday ¥
ance gazed round her, Thie
was n sanctuary of peace, a
of anodyne for an overstrained
tality. She forced a smile,

I bad rather a trying day, but 1
goon feel nll right, now 1 am home
you. Come nlong in and tell me

‘about your trip."

" They went into the drawing room,
, with constant references to Aunt
, Audrey told her mother of her

jliday. At the finish she hesitated
then sald: “Mammn, 1 am golng

have n visitor—my first caller."
m fur away down the hill the
of n motorcar engine sounded

Bintly. None of them heeded it.

Saiyes?' wsald Conetance, ‘‘“Who I8

Audrey
L1 You

udrey flushed and stole a glance at
#nt Biln. 1t i»n't a she, It's a man,
‘e met iim ut Lucerne, and he traveled
far as Monte Carlo with us. He
awfully nice—you lked him, didn’t
, aunty *—so 1 gave him my address
;&?m} him to call."
" tance felt a twinge of jealousy
ad then n sudden overwhelming de-
gair. She should have foreseen this.
- (st day @ man must come and take her
' ter from her, leaving her alone in
@ desert of her life, It was a thing
had not considered, a further pun-
Tl“ !;nr her folly in the years that
({1

" The noise of the motorcar was
er and higher, The wvehicle had
fopped the hill.

“Do you approve of him, Ella?'"'
‘rﬁd Constance, and wondered at the
"tnm: she managed to infuse into her
¢ Aunt Ella nodded, with a side-glance
‘sl Audrey. Constance turned to the
« “Do you like him very much?"*
Audrey blushed. **More than that, I

i
ﬁ.ll. mammp. "

- (Censtanee Brent felt sick. The roar
o the passing car filled the room, and
|- suddenly slnppvd. Audrey ran to
S window. “'It's a_motorcar, and
“Hbay stopped here,  It's ' Bhe
lm excitedly, *'It's he! 1 didn't

— He sald he'd come in three
l“ alt u minute. 1'll go and bring
i In!"
- 4 scurried from the room, and a
few minutes Iater returned, her face
with n lHght which chilled her
mother's henrt, She read all the threat-
med Ilut;:-liu.mm of the coming years in
00K ,

. And then Constance got to her feet
her fuee gone white and pitiful,
nd Audrey stood Jim Harkness!
Constance Brent stood still for a
drdly appreciable atom of time: yet it
mmed to her that a century had passed
md written its mark indelibly on her
. Audrey's most wonderful knight,
&h"r:nn rulit‘lllb whofm the girlh muta:t
oven a fabric of romantic thought

~Jim Herkness! .
Her eycs rested on Audrey's face, Ex-
(dtament waua there, a wistful pride of
Psesslon, an unconscious appeal for
Spproval of this man—and love. Con-
#ance would have been less than a
: if she could not have read the
u which showed in Audrey's ex-
A n; more than a woman if the
adg{ of it had not wounded her until

- An

t faint,
“d Harkness eyed her coldly, but
A A maelstrom of emotion surging
lhuth hiy coldness, Avjest! He had
_‘.mlllltd it n jest, and he had not reallzed
e lla;nguluula of it, He had only
111 t that God had played with him
g allowing him to ruin himeelf, and
: Inmfnll! In love with a woman from
5 own actions separated him |
;J‘ll'.ct;oonbl;\". But the jest had gone
. er. This girl whom he had placed

a_ two-ed meaning to _his  words
which only Constance .
; o Brent ap

They uat down, And Audrey lounged
on the arm of her mother's chair.
Through the open French windows the
scented breese stole in from the hilla,
nnd the garden spread itself in a rlot
of color und fresh green down to the
thick: hedge bordering thie lane, Hark-
ness reflected ironfeally that it was a
Mitting setting for the grimness of thn
little play whi¢h was being acted in the
sha.dime .heool room.

‘You have a wonderful rden.*’
Harknesn felt that he must u‘; some-

lhln{_.

“‘You like Aowers?'’ Constance be-
an to glimpse a way to that private
nterview which she desired ro much.
I think flowers are very wonderful.
You are nn_enthusiast '’

“I am largely  responsible for my
garden,”” ndmitted Constance, ‘1
inight almost claim to be an expert in
the growing of roses and tulips.'

"I have ween the tulips in Holland,'"
sald Harkness, clinging to the tople
with the desperation of a man at a loss
for words.

Constance smiled, “T believe you are
challenging me indireetly. I ean assure
you that my tulips are as fine as any
they have over there, By the way,
WI‘.:I:lId you like a cup of tea?"

Thank you, I should.'" Harkness
began to wonder if Constance was lead-
ing up to some definite point.

Constance turned to Audrey. ““Mary
hqs one down to Bevenoanks, dear.
Would you get some ten? We will have
it under the oak. In the meantime 1
am going to show Mr. Harkness my
tullps, and prove to him that I am not
an idle boaster.'’

Audrey ran off to the kitchen, and,
with Aupt Ella #till quietly knitting,
Constapee got to her feet. There was
a direct challenge in her eyes as she
looked at Harkness.

Harkness followed her out into the
blazing sunshine, across the lawn, and
round the bend until they came to the
flower garden. And then she turned and
taced him.

They were silent,
sald: “‘Well?"'

“Why did you do it?"* That was all
Constance could say at first, and the
miser
ness but for the armor of bitterness in
which he had encased himself.

“I don't understand you.'’ His tone
was studlously cold, and it stirred Con-
stance to anger.

“I can well believe you are unable to
understand.’' The sneer hardened the
lines round Harkness' mouth., Constance
stepped closer to him, *‘Listen, Hark-
ness! My little girl is white, pure as
these flowers’ —waving her hand towarl
the whispering blossoms behind her.
*'8he doex not know. Do you see what
I mean? She has been to school on tho
Continent and come home fresh and
unsullled. You eannot realize what it Is
to be a girl on the threshold of life; you
cannot grasp the innocence of it, the
miracle of it."’

“Oh, I know I'm pretty low-down,
but spare me a little, Do you mind
going on?"

Constance spoke more swiftly, softly,
nln ost as though she panted.

“All my life I've stood between my
daughter and—and''—Constunce al-
most said *‘such men as you,' but she
found other words in time—'"and the
world. I have seen her grow up just
as I have seen these flowers grow—del-
feate, wonderful, and I have planned
during the days and nights of my lone-
Mness that she should be ever wo happy.
and find love and goodness all through
her life, She told me a little of the man
shie had met at Lucerne, and I read suf-
ficient to know that he had captivated
her imagination. It hurt me; n mother
must always be hurt when her child
learns to care for somebody else; but I
consoled myself with the thought that
her instinct must guide her correctly,
that the man she met would be worthy
of her. And then she showed me you,
H‘;'Gml!"

arkness seemed about to speak, and
then his mouth closed tight.

““You Must Leave—Forever' -

It must stop! You understand,
Haorkness? This must not go on, When
vou leave here today you leave forever,
It will hurt Awdrey a little, but the
pain will be nothing to what she must
endure if this thing continues,’’

She stopped abruptly, and Harkness
atared at her with inserutable eyes,

He had come down to Knockholt to
tell Audrey all about himself, and to
show her how impossible it was for thelr
friendship to continue. But now he felt
himself wavering, Who was Constance
Brent that she ghonld dietate to him his
proper conduct toward a girl who, after
all, was only the daughter of an adven-
turess ? He loved Audrey ; and he want-
ed her above ull things. The selfishness
which had dominated his life up to that
moment grasped at the opportunity to
aspert iteelf. He was as good as this
woman who was Audrey's mother. Be-
sides, he would not be driven,

“‘Does Audrey know about the Eros?"’

Constance gave back bis stare, "Of
course she does not, I tell you she Ix
innocent, pure. Heavens, Harkness,
van't you realize it?"'

Harkness ignored the passion of the

untll Harkness

appeal. ‘'You say Am not gova
enough for her?"

*‘Are you? Can you say that you
are?"’

*I am good enough for the daughter
of a woman who runs a gnming house,"’

1t was the cruelest thing Jim Hark-
ness had cver sald to a wowan, aml
ever afterward he regretted it. But at
the moment all the nian’'s nature was in
open revolt, and he went on ruthlessly :

‘“You would not care for me to men-
tion the Eros to Audrey?"

“You—cad!"' Constance almost sob-
bed the words.

Harkness stopped and picked up n
red and gold tullp, n miracle of color-
ing. Constanve, slck at lieart, seemed
to see something symbollcal in  his
plucking of a single beautiful blussom,

I- ;ege'loulnl und fallen down and wor-
ok this givl whom he had eredited
Th :r\illllv purity and a blamrleun‘
| .t__rlx Flm daughter of Constance
’hlﬁt lll\\lilllﬂll who ran a club which, !
o e Its exclusiveness, was nothing |
+ 0 gllded gumbling hell! |

nawnre of the gray wings of trag-
ht.t‘hleh shadowed thum‘, Audrzy

oY ,
;I'h Mother, T ‘want you to meet Mr,

r:lurrl‘!.u:“m was with Aunty and
Jterne 1,

~my lm-llu-r’,‘t' and Monte Carlo, Jim
LY hstiance  Rront thoukh A
“%ﬂ:{“l’ Must never Imm\'.nfl ”?;m:;:z;
om0t get Harkness ulone
While o talk to him. Mean-

_’-N!l hep |Hh:}_"'°l'm’d forward and held

nn
0 thix Mr. Harkness,'' she
Harkness she added:

: i
Muiled, 7,
en telling me a lor about

' Audrey huy e

iy ‘;"-‘.l;?d}’::u.h'l'm made me quite anxious

o ATkness took her fingers loosely i

y in

gr.i.r: He did it mechanienlly, for

- filled  with shocked surprise.

e lJIonuul. was wonderful. Her cool-
! lt' CF cdne of manuer, nrd—

hdln“"m to him that she was pre-

Hot to know him; that she was

ng him to

"
y lm:er behave aw a perfect
ﬂlm- He Rlunced ut Audrey and
_ t‘{‘w:{lc](in|:ttnn¢-u. and In that
; 1

ﬂhm;r # bitterness, he realized

e be
s etween the mother und

| wleeve with trembling fingers—

“I am simply dying for a cup of
tea," Hlurkness safd eastly. Do you
mind {f we go back to the lawn? 1
nm sure Audrey will be waiting for us.
T wholl take her this talip, and teli her
les = oottiop 1¢ very wonderful.'’

¢'But"—Constance seized his cont

||r°“
Lave noc answered. You bove not prom-
ised."’

YA man
never breaks
Harkness coldly.

He turned toward the house,
(‘onstance followed him.

They found Audrey busy with the
tea under the great onk, which spread
n cool shadow over one corner of the
lawn, and Horkness went stralght up
to her.

“A trophy!”’ he smiled, holding out
the tulip, “Dut nlthouva I hrinr it,
I am n beaten man, Cour mother's
tulips nre unsurpnseable,’’

They sat down, Aunt Ella grave and

no promises
answered

who makes
his word,""

and

of it might have touched Hark- ).
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GUMP « LOOK AT WE
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The young lady ncross the way

saye some of the Scnators seem to
have resorted to a philopena on

the tariff.

By FONTAINE FOX
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PETEY—The Flapper Caddie

"By C. A. Voight

- 30, BI1RS ARe ACT NG
AS CADDIES NOW WORKING
THEIR wiay THRU COLLEGR-

COMES A PIPPIN ~—

HERE

—F
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- DoNou WISH A
Cappie, SIR ?

~

uiet, eyeing Constance curiously, Au-
flm happy and excited,

With the menl fimshed
turned to Audrey and smd:
way, the Aeademy this year Is very |
intoresting. If you care for modern
e At ufl I should be nwfully ;‘Iu-l
if you would go there with me. W
might go tomorrow morning if it would
sult_you,"

“1 should love it,"
“May I go, mamma?"

Harkness
"Iy the |

said Audrey.

udrey has been as enthusiastic
® 48 she was dbout you, I hope
rarmatey cnn 't ha wnid with
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‘CONTINUED TOMORROW
Copuright, 1009, !.y the MoClure Newspaper
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ASOLINE ALLEY—There’s No Escape

GEE, NOW THAT ('VE MeT
MRS. BLOSSOM THERE'LL BE NO

CALL NOU OHE-

-\{E‘R‘f GooD. S
— I'M THE CADDIE
MISTRESS — 1'LL

Taxke THIS

GENTLEMAN'S

DAa¢—

-OH, MYRTLE '’

LWING IN THE ALLEY ANY MORE!
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THerE! |

THAT'S CETTING
AwAy !

QUESS

&Y PULL OVER
| To THE SIDE OF
- THE RoabD!

GOSH ! CANT A woman
GET A MAN INTO A
Pie oF TeoueLe!




